SELECTIONS  FROM  THE   "DIVANI
SHAMSI  TABRIZ"

" I  AM  SILENT "

I am silent.   Speak Thou, O Soul of Soul of Soul,
From desire of whose Face every  atom grew
articulate.

A  CEY  TO  THE  BELOVED

Yestereve I delivered to a star tidings for thee :
" Present," I said, " my service to that moon-
like form."

I bowed, I said :   " Bear that service to the sun
Who maketh hard rocks gold by his burning."
I bared my breast, I showed it the wounds :
" Give news of me," I said, " to the Beloved

whose drink is blood."
I rocked to and fro that the child, my heart,

might become still;
A child sleeps when one sways the cradle.
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